72	PACIFIC  TREASURE ISLAND
With thirty-six pictures of native enthusiasm for white
man's warfare in my camera I set back for lunch to the
hotel.    A shout across the water brought Charon out from
his thatch-roofed hut on the other side of the river, and
within a few minutes he had rowed over to ferry me back.
When we were about three parts of the way across, there
was a booming shout from a native standing on the river
bank near Charon's hut.    He was gazing intently at the
water, and in a few minutes a popinee rushed out of the
hut with a long spear which she hurled across to him.    He
ran along the bank crouching low and still peering into the
water.   Several times he straightened up to throw his spear,
but lowered it and following along the bank still crouching
and staring into the river.    Then while still about ten feet
above the water, his arm went back and with terrific force
sent the spear flashing into the water.    There was a great
flurry and the bamboo handle of the spear bobbed about like
a fishing float on the top of the water.
In jumped the spear-thrower,  and pushing the handle
under the water, brought the other end out first—and there
was a triangular-shaped flapping form on the end of it.   A
great roar of triumph went up, was echoed by Charon, and
re-echoed by the popinee who had followed the hunter along
the   bank.   With  the   admiring   Charon   and  popinee   in
the background I got a picture of the spearman, with the
stingray impaled through the head on the single iron-point
spear, and its tbxee-feet-long whip-cord tail twitching and
thrashing.   Whether   the   spear-thrower   had   deliberately
aimed at its head I don't know, but by the way in which he
'shadowed3 it along the bank, I shouldn't be surprised if
he had waited till the head was in a favourable position
before  hurling  his  spear,   so as  not to  spoil  the  body.
Apparently Charon and his two companions regarded ,the
j&sh as something of a prize, and Charon explained that there
would be stingray soup for supper that evening.
The following day was Sunday, and I left the hotel earjy
with a vague intention of following the river down to the
sea. There is nothing like the cool fragrance of a tropical

